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PRETTY MISS PAGE.

A Photographie Failure.

BY FRANCES B, JAMES,

It was in the early days of dry-plate photog-

sphy, before the amateur pervaded every corner
of the land, that we, Constancs and Helen Page,

" weat to spend the sammer at a quiet village on
_the Maine const. It was a wery picturesque

:

| 'sountry,

plsce when we got thers, but we had a journey
in the stage-coach of about five miles. To be-
gm with, we vsually had & race with a train on
s parallel bridge to the one we were crossing,
and this always excited the horses; then there
was the Joug, hot, dusty ride over the
pumid, heavy road, through & presty
whose beauty one could scaree

sdmire ‘while suffering from these

. discomforta. Nearly all the way we saw the

gea, for the road skirted the shore, but instead +

of the delicious coclnees suggested by water
there was an intense glare. Under these cir-
cumstanees it can easily be imagined what a
selief it was when the poor tired horses were
urged to a spirited dash up a steep driveway,
passed a little mound crowned with a table-like
monument, to the door of the Phipps Hotel,
where the coel breezea that bad been desired
on the road swept refreshingly through the

. great hall with its open glazed doors at either

 there was his father-in-law's residence,

eud. Even og the hottest days there was sure
to be a breeze here. The laudiord bad chosen
the situation of the house well Before us
stretched the bay, a light-house reared its
pead not far from shore, while the distant light
of the shoals gleamed at night across the water.
} was told again aod again how maany lights
were vigible from the piazzs, but I never had a
head for figures, 2o I have forgotten. I am not
the slever member of the family. Constance is;
if sbe were bere she would kaoow exactly how
many lights thers were, sod which were revoiv-
ing snd which flashing.

Of course the first thing we did after we got
our dinner and unpacked everything—the
eamers had been earried with great care and
was examined before we touched a thing to see
that no damage was done—was to look about
for artistic subjects fit to photogranh. There
was the once splendid tomb, sufficiently ruined
to be picturesque, of Sir William Phipps, the
pre-Revolutionary here. There was a fine
oid bouse of his not far distant It was very
grand in its day with its terraced garden stretch-
ing down to the sea, but the old building now
was used as & sort of tenement: still its carved
staircase was a tempting bit for the lens. Then
the

oldest houss in this very old settlement, but
some vandal had cat it in two, Morris Worth
told us it was inherited by two brothers, and

_ they thus divided it practically. Morris was
‘such & pice fellow. It was his aunt, Mrs,

Lambert, who was to act as chaperone to us

‘givls. He got 50 attached to the camera and was

always ready to be a subject or to act as a “'bit
of life in the landscapes.” I confess I had
vready pgot tired of belog model, and was

that Conuia sccepted him as a substitute.

't 1 say Con was the photographer! I am
sot elever, as 1 said before, and it is Con that
suns the camera, though it really is mine, for
Uncle Will gave it to me when I was getting
yver the bronehista; of eourse I conld not use it
shen, so I wid Con to use it as if it were ber
swn, She was just wild ouw the subject and
mmnt at it, photographing night and day—or at
oast dev st pight She brough:s me hor-
#d, messy plates to look at agd I believe the
lamphess that always hung afound her as ahe
ame out of the dark room—the dressing-room
jetween our reoms she used for this purpose—
nade me worse. At all events, it was a loog
dme before 1 was well enough even to go
i to see her develop. When I did get
well 1 balisve she had really forgotton that
the camera was not hers, and she had such
s start and koew.so much about the snbject
that I had net the courage to try to catch up
with ner. Ino faet, [ am not olever, and if she
did not allow me to mix developers and such
things I amsure I would use bypo for pyro, they
sound #o much alike, but Con never would take

* the trouble to teach me, she says it is such &

waste of plates, and if 1 suggest developini one
of hers she'is esure I would spoil it—so am [, teo
wll the wruth: so [ have to contented with
belping her carry the apparatus, and sometimes
when she is developing a lot of plates [ am al-
lowed to take out those in the hypo to see if they
are done, so she peed not stain her fogers.
Coonnie is older than I am snd manages svery-
thing. 1f it had pot beep for Connie [ am sure

. 1 do pot know what would have become ol us

when father and mother died, bgt she just man-
sged everythiog, she gos a housekeeper 1o
run the house, and we lived oo as bappily as
possible.

Bat to return to Harbourside; Morris Worth,
who had been here the summer before, told us
of plenty of besutiful subjects the frst night
We did pot kunow Morris very well before we
went 1o Harbourside; be was ia college and we
bsd meét him at ome or two occasions. His
sunt we kpew intimately, as she was an
old friend of mother's. She was the dearsst old
ting. »xsctly the kind of ehaperoae girls like,
always ready for long excarsions by land or sea

 or milling to let us go for & walk by ourselves,

e never interfered with our amusements in
the least. Morris was soon on good terms with us.
It was only the second night after we reached
Harbourside, we bad been tramping about
all day with the camers, we three, and we were
resting before Con set up her red lantern in our

 bedroom snd were sittiog in the corner of the

. ook endiess views,

»

piazza, for Mrs. Lambert was & bit exclusive
and did not hobneb with the other boarders, as
I wassa we were chatting easily in our cor-
ner, when Morris, who bad been devoting bim-
seif 1o Con turned to his aunt. ;

“She must call me Morris, auntie,” said he,
“it's sneh nounsenss to say Mr. Worth. Don't
you think on the secore of your old asquaint-
ance, Aunt Lizzie, thatshe might cail me by my
first same?

“] am sure I don't know why she should not,
my dear,” Mrs. Lambert.

“But thea he must eall us by our first names,
t00.” said Con. She never askeda my leave and
1 thought ber a little forward bat then Con al-
ways is mors or less. So it was satiled that we
should pe Meorris. Connie and Helen, but hesoun
said he thought Lena a pretiier name avéd as |
really had been bantized Helena I did not object

All subjeets we had photographed that day
proaved pretty good. ‘'onnie usually chooee_l

seer things snd if [ suggest something artistic
replies that I know nothing of the laws of
photograpby, and usually artistic arrangements,
mm are a fallure., Of course, [ sabmit to
all this, Dut it was pew to Morris, and it was
only his politeness that made him back dowu so
iy, and, besides, ne meast to learn all be
could about photography as he intended to set
a machine of bis own some day and he want-
some practical knowiedge before he bought
it, he soon saw that is sever paid to eross Cou in
n‘!vt_hing. he tomb of but it
e pho the tom courss,
monps m«oﬂ bad not any level, so it
was awkfully erookedl on the plate.  When she
tried the old houss she did not use the swing-
back, so the lines wegte which way, but
she did pet some su ul bita—Morris, when
bhe saw the erockedneas of the pictures, sue-
gested gbe should use & striog with a penknife
on it, aga bline. Con did not like this
eriticism, | know, but she evidently liked Mor-
s and could stand bis remarks better tban she
cou!d mine.

Well, there is no use teiling what we did each
day, but the me WaS AlWAYS pretiy

_much the same, & tramp with the camera in the
morniog, & oap in the afterncon and developing
in the eveping. Morris wanted to learn all
sbout developing, so I was obliged to go inte
the room with that nhty,laa'mkr Ind h;ur:;l !to
Iltp!::ﬂotytor them, Io fact I got heartily
slok . We 100k a view of

the balf-finished fort, we drove to Mary
Chauney's grave (I have a rose Morris picked
from the bust that grows by it); we made ecd-
Jess sea-vigws, and views of boais, and islands,
and trees and everything, even the lovely view
of the ersek bebind the house, when tke tide
was out. | fosisted on this, the tide does go out
with & vengeance, till there is pothiog left but
mudflate—we used to get stuck on these some-
times if we misealeulated when we were coming
bome from our morning exercises. )

There were some rather nice pecple in the
bouse, the only objection to them was that they
slways wanted to be photograpbed and would

- talk of "“photos.” which I think sounds vulgsr.

were bent on epjoying their holidave,
and pienics ard ciambakes innumerable,
As & rule I think picnies horrid, but it was such

& relief to have any other object in view beside |

w“ Ol::l.::l puithmlz t:njoyod t.h.:ud.
o wWays tuo @ cAIers A

lm‘::'tyn devoted hl’:“lf to ber, and they
but as the itions were
sirietly ie. 1 could enjoy roam-
; . '".’;m'-‘,a... but Ndi;"?;
& -w‘m such & second pature to me thas I
_Belisve 1 never saw a fantastic pile of rocks or a
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were but a few men in the house, and

giris, as there always are; what becomes

en who do not go 10 Me Desert in the

1 am sure I do not know. We never go

to Mt Desert; Connie says it is too civilized for
nmocupay. All the girls in the Phipps Hotel
ted Con. becanse Morris devotsd bhimself to
her, and they even disliked me, as I eame in for
some of his favors. 1 koow they said spitefal
things abou’ Connie whez they were not aware
that [ was ; our room had a window on
the piazza, and w the blinds were down I
ecould hear them talking outside. Coannie
never was at bome by daylight exeeps
when everyone was taking their sicsta, and
when she was developing at night I always in-
sisted that she should have the windows shut to
keep out the mosquitoes and doorbugs that were
faseinated by the red-light We never went
early to bed, as there were always plates to be
was Connie would sometimes sit up till the
small hours waiting for some obstinate one to
get rid of its silver in the hypo. I have often
waked up io the middle of the night to ses her
moving stealthily about the room to change the
water the plates were soaking in. She did this
8o often that 1 vowed I would take another
room for myself if she did not stop. Even I
sometimes rebel if I am not as clever as she is,
There was one other young man in the hotel,
8s ugly as sin and pot even fascinating. I don't
mind saying that Morris is almost handsome,
be has nice eyes and hair, and not & bad nose,
his mouth is not or his jaw either, though
some say it is a sign of determination, that chin
of his, and I know he has a tremendous will of
his own, but if he would only grow a beard to
hide that chin he could disguise the outward
and visible egi as well as be does the inward
grace. Well, this other youth used to try to
entertain six girls at once. I dou't believe he
ever succeeded, for he was 8o sappy, yet I even
thoughst of setting ng a flirtation with him, and
I think he would bave takem kindly to it
though Counie is “the beautiful Miss Paige.”
However, Connie would not even speak to him,
though he fanc¢ied himself a lady-killer; she was
20 devoted to Morris that she even submitted to
his arrangement of a knife on a string, of the
roper length, for a pendulum, to count seconds
¥, a8 he declared ste never made seconds the
same leogth two deys runniag. Now, I ven-
tured at one time to tell ber this, but she
snapped me up at once, sayiog I knew nothing
aboat it, but my waich has a second hand and 1
have practiced connting seconds mywself; she has

borrowed my watecb over and over again, but for -

all her cleverness she never really learned to
count ecorrectly. '

At last we bad a rainy spell which I thorough-
ly enjoyed, for Morris condescended to play
billisrds with me and we bad a splendid time.
Connie wounidn't play—she devoted bherself to
arranging her negatives, varnishing them and
packing up some to send to Boston to be printed
trom; she was out of plates, too, and had ordered
Freach to send some down. He wrote that he
would send them by private hand, with some
other mechanism wantedl (1 think she bad a
level sent down at this time, also), as far ss
Rivermouth, where the stage atarted from; they
were to arrive on Tuesday. She meant to go
over to get them herseif, as she was sure that
even the driver, who was voted to be capital by
all the ladies because he undertock to mateh
wools and silks for them at Rivermouth, evea
be woulj not be equal to earrying them with
proper care, and I agreed with her when [ tried
to imagine him driving his four borses and
cracking bhis whip, with the parcel hunz by a
striog between his teeth.

Tuesday morning dawned bright and fair.
Connie was distracted; Morris had promised on
the first nice day to take her out to photograph
a friend’s yacht that day in the bay, and to
make matters worse, when the signs of clearing
showed themselves the night before, his friend
had sent an invitation for us all to go for a day’s
sail that very Tuesday. Connie had just enough
plates for such an excursion, and on Wednesday
we were to go to the lsle of Shoals; we had
never been th and she was bent on photo-
graphing Celia ter's lighthouse. At last
she asked me to go to Rivermouth.

“Now, Lena, (she always called me Leoaif
she w suything, for she saw I liked Mor-
ris to @ 80), there's a good girl, it will be a
lovely day for a drive on the coach. I almoss
wish I were going.”

*“Well, why don't you. and let me go ou the
yacht! I'll take the views for you.” I hated
the idea of giving up this yachting trip. 1 was
certain [ should enjor it more than Con., as she
is miserable on the water. I knew 1 would yield
to Connie, I always did, but this time I stuck it
out manfally: [ believe that is an appropriate
expression, for men will stand up for things
lopger thas women will.

“Yon know you wounld make a mess of the
picture,” said Conuie, “and I do want to get
some nice views really at sea and some of the

t, too. You ses I can’t photograph at the
sles of Shosis to-morrow without those new
plates. There's a dear girl, you will go, won't
you, Lena!

Of course I went, though Morris had talked
about his elasamate, Jack Rive, who would be
on board; in fact, it was his ungle's yaeht, and I
was sure Jack would be nice; Jacks always are.
Morris would be twice as nice if his name was
Jack. By the way, Morris bad progressed in
photography. Con had allowed him to take
some views without even!® first choosing the
subject, focussing and puttiog in the plate her-
ulf! She even let him mess with the developers,
and I must say his pictures were more artistic
aod really better than hers.

Waell, I went to Rivermouth on the stage, and
gat by the driver. The Mascns were leaving
tbat day, #o I had company over, and Mrs. Lam-
bert, who did not like my giving up the yacht-
ing, gave the driver special injunections about
bringing me safely home. Mrs. Lambert was
to gzo on the yacht, to look after the young peo-
ple. Somehow, Morris did not know of my
change of plans till the Iast moment, when he
came out to bid the Masons good-by, and found
me dolefully perched beside the driver.

‘“Why, Lena, whereare you off tol I thought

ou wers going yachting with us. What has
I.pm.dr' he asked. all in one breath. I be-
lieve Con was ashamed of herself, and did not
mean he should know [ was not to accompany
them.

“I am going to Rivermouth to get some plates
and thines for Con,” I said, looking as melan-
choiy as 1 conld.

“What a shame! Sash a lovely day we should
bave oo the water, too—a splendid breeze and a
capital rup,.surely. Can’s she wait for the

lates?”
’ “She wants them for the Isles of Shoals to-
morrow.”

“Anvone could bring them, and you mustn't
go,” eaid Morris.

I liked that “must not!™ It did sound so re-
freshing: it almost paid me for my martyrdom,
aod he did look so, but I shook my head; n> one
could be trusted with the precious machinery;
it would be rattled to pieces in the coach.

“Why doesn’'t she go bersel{T” he said, scowl-
ing.
“‘She wants to take views on the yacht,” I re-
plied.

" The driver was getting impatient, as he was
bound to cateh a train. Con came running out
with her purse in her hand. )

“I couldn't find your purse, Heleo; take mine;
there's money enough to pay for the thiogs.” I
bhad asked her te get my purse, as I hated to
climb down from my seat whea I discovered I
had not got it with me,

The stage started, we are soon rattling down
the steep driveway; the roads are not Justy after
this rain, everythiog tiooks so green and de-
licious; the sun is bright, but not hot yet, acd
above all Morris did look so unbappy because I
was not to be of their party. 1 am sure he
thougbt Connie sélfisb, and 1 wonder if my wubn-
selfishoess impressed him. After all there is &
stiff breeze, and perhaps Connie will not enjoy
the sail. (That does not sound unselfish.) ot
1 do hope she will bave a good time, she is so
bent on going.

My neighbor on the left grows entertainiog as
we journey along. He is an elderly youth, who
hass been down over Sunday to stay with his
gisters and even remained until to-day. He is
pot half bad, he is a lawyer and knows how 10
talk. We soon fnd we bave mutnal friends and
the drive is not so dtu::luablo th‘: imnl,
especially as my ecnscience talls me that [ have
...,.:l:lo{n;. gcmohow my conscience ia easily
satisfied and even stirs me up to a deal of pride.

Rivermouth is as quiet anc stupid as wusual,
even the shops are not particularly gay. I do
my er-ands; I bave a lot for the people at the
botel, who have taken this opportunity to send
for articles with which the stage-driver was not
to be intrusted. I get my lunch aad induige in
an ice eream. 1 bad made esch persom write
down their errands and wrapped their money in
the papers; these I bad put as they were given
me in my jscket pocket, bat now I open Con's
purse to pay for my lunch. I was just rising
from my seat, but I sink down_again: there is
Morris's ring in Con's purse. How did it get
there! Are they ongaged! Does not she
jotend to et me know it! Was she ashamed
to wear it! | colleet my wandering thonghts;
the waiter is standing before me with the ticket
on a tray, and is impatient of my delay. I think
she suspects I bave not enough topay the fifty-
cont bill, and I know the shop is erowded at this
bour, so my seat is waoted. I pay the mald,
who looks relieved, and I go out into the sireet
Whieh way shall 1 torn! All my errands wre
dope, and the parcels sent o the stage, except
the photographie things that are at the station.
The old grave-yard not far off atiracts me; 1t is
a quiet pisce to think: no one comes bers bus
T e T
ing eurious ; ® Y ’

y wateh that it is more than
bour belare stage staris. Over and

e n
my mind I puzzle about that

= - 2

not mean anything when he looked at me so
this 0

He is really engaged to Con. hc{ might
bave told me. Woell, I did love him. 1 knew it
was very wrong of me, and he loves Con. I sup-
pose she really eares for him. She must, for
everybody likes him. But why did she rt the
ring in ber purse! Why didn't she wear it M
mind works in a cirele. [ am not clever
%o reason anythiog straight to a conclusion.

The whistle of the train startles me I hurry
down to the station. I rush about to get the
photographic parcel and find the stage nearly
ready to start. A mgloo! big trunks are
being strapped on behind; there are two fat
ladies inside and a young lady wants the seat by
the driver. " o

“Here you are,m iss,” he calls out to me, *'I
bave been keeping this seat for you. That
young person wante it, but I tell her it is en-
gaged. Come, give me your miss; there
you are!” be adds as I land safely in my place.
Onedortholtouthdhlmhum out of the
window

“Unless you can sit beside the driver you
must come inside, Mary,” she says.. ‘“You must
not sit on the outside seat.”

“Let ber have my seat,” I suggested. “TUl
take the outside one.”

**No you won'r, miss; that is promised to the
best young fellow ever I see. You just sit where
you are. That girl would seream, I know, be-
fore we had gone a mile.”

At this moment an agile young man elimbs up
88 if he were aceustomed to seramble up rig-
ging. He thanks me as I draw in my skirts to
make room for him, and peers anxiously under
the seat at 2 parcel. The youne girl gou inside
and we are We bave crossed the bridge and
ars bowling along smoothly when the driver
starts a conversation with my neighbor.

“It was a fine day for a sail, sir, and the old
gentlemau told me he expected you down in
time to go off on 8 eruise this morning. He was
disappointed when he did pot find you on the
stage last night, sir, especially as he invited &
party for to day. Guess they had a good time,”
and the landsman chnekies to himself.

‘Sorry the Governor waoted me, but I missed
tbe train. I had so much business to do. You
were about right, I think: the yacht would roll
a bit, but uncle is a good skipper—none better.’

Then this must be Jack Rice, thought I. His
looks please me 3o I am ready to make friends
with him when an opportunity offers. I have
not long to wait; we are driving cleose to the
edge of the highwny to let a carriage pass; &
branch of a tree, unseea by the driver, hangs
over the road; he is busy, as his off-wheeler is
skiwsish. I know the bough will strike me and
I duck my nead. Mr. Rice lifta his stick and
moves the branch as we reach it, but after all
my bat is knocked off. *““Thanks,”I sasy.

“That was a narrow escape,” says Jack Rice,
avd be looks at me as I try to pot on my hat
again. He smilee, “It's crooked, you know.”

The iee once broken, it is sasy to begin a con-
versation. Presently [ say:

**It is & pity you missed the sail to-day. Mr.
Ries. Your uncle has taken Mr. Worth and his
friends on board.”

“That is indeed a pity. I wish they had
waited. Do you know them?! Worth issuch a
good fellow and he promised to take the pretty
Miss Paige with bim. His letter is full of her.
I shall miss seeme her at the hotel, too.”

*“Yes, Mr. Worth took Miss Page snd Mrs.
Lambert on board. They were going to bave s
glorious time, | am sure,

“Photographing. of courece, Worth toild me
that the elder Miss Paige is devoted to thatart.”

“Yes, the pretty Miss Paige is wrapped up in
pbotagraphy,” say I, a little bitterly.

“Oh, no, you must be mistaken, Worth savs
distinctly ‘the other one.’ 1t 1tis not the pretiy
one I am positive; she wounld never stain those
lovely fingers that Morris raves about.”

Now I pride myeelf on my pretty hand, and I
kuow Morris admires that; he made Con photo-
graph it and it is always displayed prominentiy
;llhoa-ur my plcture is taken. Consequently, I

ush.

“Really, Mr. Rice you must be mistaken,
it is the elder Miss Paige be likes best—Con-
stance.”

‘‘No, begging your pardou, that is not the oce.
I have his note here; see, he writes the name
and blurs it. I can’t make it out, but it is not
Constance,” He takes the note from bis pocket-
book. I look at it, my heart is in my mouth.
Yes, itis evident!y Lena, which be bas tried to
correct to Helen. What am I to do? Shall I
tell him who I am? That would be too embar-
rassing, so I langb and say:

*“Well, he is more devoted to Miss Constance.
I know, for | have seen him. I don't think he
eares a bit for Helen, Lena he always calls her ™
Then I echange the subject to the view and make
him talk about his uncle’s yaeht. He is an en-

‘thusiastic sailor I know. and he chatters so fast

that he forgets all about Worth and his friends.
The econversation about this lasts till we pearly
reach the Phipps Hotel

“There’s the Gypsy now! I know it's she”
exclaimed Mr. Rice excitedly, as he caught sight
of & yacht in what he called the “‘offing.”

“It must be,” I rejoin, *‘it looks like her, and
no other yacht 18 likely to be here.”

es, that's the Gypsy, sir,” said the driver,
whe had hitherto paid no attention to our chat-
ter. ‘“‘Look, there's her boat going back, now,”
he adds as he peints bhis whip at a tiny crafs
stealing out from the shore. “Folks baéd too
much breeze, I reckin’,” he said, laughing heart-
ily as he gave his horses their customary en-
courager to dash up the drive. Sure enough,
thege on their piazza was Mrs. Lambert and
Morris, but no Connie.

“Glad to see you back,” shouts Morris. ‘‘Hel-
lo Rice, is that you! We missed you to-day.”
= "W-hm is Connie?™ I ery, *not drowned, I

ope.

“Ob, no, gone to bed with a headache,” says
Morris, as he gives me his band to belp me
jump down. Mr. Ries had scrambled down first
and bad turned to help me bat found himself
forestalled.

‘“Here’s your precious traps, sir,” says the
driver handing down a parcel, which from its
shape and general appearance, I see is a photo-
graphic machine.

7Why, Rice, have you taken up the noble art?
I wish you bad been with us to-day. Iam
about sick of photography,” adds Morris to me
as his friend shakes hands with Mra. Lambert.

‘*Are you, Mr. Worth?" I say with counsider-
able surprise, and something in his expression.
as I look up at bim, makes me blush. Then I
remember his ringin my sister’s purse, Is Con
sick of it, too?" -

“I am sure I don't k now,” be replies, Jooking
eross. [ soapect they have quarreled, theu I
remember his letter to Mr. Rice.

“I must run in and see her at once,” and
leaving them all I hasten to our room.

“Well, Heler, are you home at last! Do fiad
the cologne and put some on my head. I
thought you would never come,” says Connie
crosaly.

I lay the heavy parcel that bas weighed on my
mind and body, too, earefully on the table, and
as I get the cologne, I remark:

“You don’t seem anxious about your pboto-
zngh ie things.”

*I have such a headache,
least what happens to them.”

*Didu’t you have a good timel” I ask a little
spitefully: then 1 added: ‘‘It wassuch a lovelv

ay to go 1o Rivermouth and even the drive
home was splendid. | know itis horrid to say
this, but 1 am in sueh a funny frame of mind.”

J'Glad you bad anpicetime. It was nasty on
the yacht, there was no one but old Mr. Rice
and » friend of his, and Jack, that Morris
said was so rieh, was in Boston.”

I am dressiog now for dinner, the big bell
will ring in s minute and I intend to look as
well as possiblp, I must try to look like ‘the
pretty Miss Paige.’ "

“I know be was, he eame down in the stage
with me,”" I say. “He is so pice—and heisa
photographer, too, at least he has a machine.
Sball you want any dioner, Conunie dear,” I add
as the bell rings.

*No, indeed; I want to sleep and get rid of
this splitting headache.”

I don't eare the

I go in to dinner and fear my face does not P

look as if I felt much aympathy for Connie's
sickness, but how zan I belpit! As Morris,
Mrs. Lambert, Mr. liice and I sit down at our
own table at the side of the room, Mrs. Lam-
bert has insisted on this bit of exelusiveness,
and we sometimes have to pay for it by the dis-
comfort of having a eold dinner. Mr. Rice wears
an embarassed air, for if is evident he repents
his conversation on the stage and thinks of the
betrayal of Morris's confidence. But Morrisisas
cheerful as [ am, and we have a bout of brilliant
repartee in which Nr. Rice joins The giris at
the big table are just dy’it;g'!o koow what we
are langhing about and ink us especially
mean to monopolize all the geantlemen.

“My dear,” says Mrz. Lambert as we are ris-
iog, I did not know you could be so lively. I
think Connie usually suppresses 4

“Of couree, she does, Auntie,” says Morris,
“‘she never lets Lena say her soul is her own.”

It is pleasant to be relieved of all responsi-
bility for one's soul,” say L

I go to our room and find Connie restless, so
I #it down to read her to sleep. After awhile I
ecome out and join the party around Mrs, Lam-
bert's hammeck. Prerently a sailor comes
up the steps to tell Mr. Rice that the boat is
waiting for him. He says something to the
man in an updertone, then asks Mrs mbert
if we will not go over to the Isles of Shoals to-
morrow on the yacht instead of the steamer—
and adds with a rather admiring glance at me
that thes [ would bhave a chance to see ten

ta. It is quite evident he bas beard of my
“‘noble self sacrifice.” Mrs. Lambert accepts
bus does not think of Con, I never mention her,
n%t:-r donl::rrh‘”.l -

e mooalight is v. r. Rice suggests
that we should walk down 10 the landing with
him. Old Mr. Burton, sn admirer of Mr. Lam-
bert. seconds the motion as we walk down to the
foot of the hill. We ses him off and coming
back we pair oaturaily; we talk, Morris and I,
about various things; suddenly he says:

“Didn's Con lend you her purse this morsing!

< et
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"R‘oomlluohow you my letter to-
day. It was very reckless of him to show it %0
A stranger.”

“I only saw my name,” I say hastily. =

*“But he told you some of the context!

Why under the sun, of moon. rather, was I
blessed with such a propensity for blushing!
But now I mean to spare my blushes avd not
repeat exactly what Morris said. He confident-
ly assures me, however, that he never cared the
least for Conuie, he says something about seif-
ishness and remarked he wanted to leara pho-
tography but now he is sick of the whole thing
and we are pever to mention the subject to
each other. Besides, he does not mind goiog
without his ring uatil be gets me a diamond. I
tell him 1 prefer a trwe biue sapphire and be
says I shall have it [Everything seems fo go
smoothly but I dread telling Connie to-morrow,
1 scareely rouse bher w.l;:n I n“u Mth‘l::
in the morning I think suspects some
as she asks nogqu.tim I find out afterwards
that Morris betrayed to her his affection for me
whea he was so about my trip to River-
mouth. Connie even goes with us to the Isle of
Shoals and flirts atrociously with Jack Rice. I
wonder why mother named her Constanee, for I
think ber the least constant person I know un-
less her constant fickleness gives her a claim to
the name.

But I do not care. I am too elated and Mor

ris encourages my selfish happiness, I tell him
it is very wrong of him mot to put a stop to
the vice of selfishness, which he dislikes so
much, but bhe is happy, too, and it seems Mrs
Lambert is well satisfied with our eogage-
ment.

After all there is no place like Harborside, it
is the loveliest spot on earth, and the Isle c:!'
Shoals is the next loveliest, while old Mr. Rice's
yacht is the loveliest thing on the water.

s

HUMOR OF THE DAY.
He Ua;:;_ltood.

Babyhood.
“You don’t mesn to say that you understand
French, Tommy?”
“Oh, yes. I do Whanmnndpalrnk
French at tea I know I'm to have a powder,

-
Serious Epidemic.
.T!to Epoch.

First Brooklynite (on elevated road)—Um—
yum—good moraing, Brown—um—"

Second Brooklynite—Good ‘'morning. good
morning. Got any gum about you! Fleft mice

at bome,

Home, Sweet Home,
New York Bun.
Ward (who bas got around to third base)—
Hey, Matrie!
Matrie—Hey. what!
Ward—Tell the band to play ‘“Home, Sweet
Home!”

e~
Certain of Success.
New York Sun.

Patient (to young Sawbones, who is _about to
cot off his arm)—Do yon think the operation
will be successful, doetor!

Young Sawbones—Of course it will; I'll bave
that arm off in less than ten minutee.

The Best of Reasons.
Babyhood.

*Little boy,"” said a gentleman, ‘‘why do you
earry that nmbrella over your head! It's not
raining.” “No.” *And the sun is not shining.”
“No.” *“Then why do you ecarry itl” *‘'Cause
when it rains pa wants it, an’ its only this kinder
weather that | kin get to use it at all”

———
Lacks an Important Element.

New York Sun.

Bishop (dining with the family)—So you'
mmlcln‘i'i like to be a bishop, Bobby, when yom

w up

Bobby—1'd like to well enough, but as every-
body says I take after tna's side of the family, I
don’t s'pose i 'll ever be fat enough for a bishop.

-

What Did She Mean?

Puck.

Boston Youth (at diunor)—fu, indeed, Miss |

Toledo; our Browning symposiums draw ° to-
gether the very best minds in Boston. You
have pever read Browning! Well, well, that
is too bad! Yonu really must digest him!

Hostesa—Perhaps, Charles, Miss Toledo ecan
be helped to something?

Mies Toledo—Yes, thank you; a little more of
that stuffing!

——e

Only Oce Piace Open.
Omaha World. ,

First Chicago Woman—We are to be admitted
to the church confersnce, to-day, aren’t wef
Second Chicago Woman—No, indeed. Didn't

you hear! They voted to keep us out.

“Oh, dear! I don't know what to do with my-
sel! this morning.”

*“Well, let's go around to the court-house and
listen to divorce cases. Wae're not shut out of
thore yet.”

F tha ified.
ull i
Tid-Bits. ¥

“Well,” he said, despondently, "I didn't get
the place—failed on the examiuation—and there
ain't & man in the town who would make a more
efficiens letter-carrier than L.”

“It's too bad, John,” replied his wife, with
equal despondency. *‘‘I was so hopeful that you
would pass. By the way, did you mail the let-
ter I gave you this morning?”

“By thunder, I forgot all about it.”

— -

A Geatle Hint.

New York fun.

It was nearly midnight, andshe was gazing
dreamily into the fire,

“A penny for your thoughts, Miss Clara,” be
eaid airily.

“I was thioking, Mr. Sampson,” she replied,
“how very much annoyed papa was to-day, over
the amount of last month's gas bill.”

And then preseatiy he lef: without giving her

the penany.

Embarrassing.
Blb)'hl'lod.

A very pretty little girl, only three years old,
atiracted the attention of passengers in a New
York train for this city the otbher day, and final-
ly one gentleman succeeded in getting her npon
his koees. ‘'‘Where are you going, sissy!” he
inquired* “I'm doin’ to Hartford,” said the
child, adding eagerly: ‘I've dot 0a & new pair
of flannel drawers! Did you ever have a pair of
flavnel drawers!” Further inquiries were

smothered in the langhter of everybody within
hearing.

Wait Till,the Clouds Rnlled Up.
Tha Epoch.

They were at the front gate in the moonlight,
aud be had asked ber to be bis wife. With out-
stretehed hands and a throbbing heart bhe
awaited her answer.

*'George,” she said, in a nervous whisper, “you
must give me time—you must give me time.”

How long,” he hoarsely asked. “‘a day, a
week, &8 month, a

“No—no, George,” as she quickly seanned
tlln :I.k'!' “only until the moon gets behind a
clou

—_—— e ———
‘.
Puck. mpora Mutastur.

Godfrey op (spropos the first baby)—
Now, love, a4 !  -od ears of onr dear little
Herbert. Don™t him out, if its colder than
yesterday. Be sure vo keep track of how many
times he couchs and eries, 8o as to tell me; for

m sure I can think of some way to reduce the
pumber of those spells. You know you both are
always in my mind

:'r: g"”p (durifully )—Yes, dear.
upop (apro third babdy)—Die
glou. take baby a little while. And :yon‘t rokt'l
ring another bottle of soothing syrup this
noon? Toisis the third time I've asked vou.
Mr. Nupop (taking the child with reluctance)
—Hang it all, Fan! You tamanto be a
combination nurse-maid and errand-boy every
day of his life. I do wish you'd manage yoar
own children, and let me have s little rest when
I'm at home! Oh, stop howling!
e
The world was made when & man was born;
He must taste for himself the forbidden
o mast fght oo D o i tas
ghtasa , e must drin
He must tkiu, bhe must love, he unlt ':-2:'3’ the

truth
Of the friend of his soul: he must laagh to scorn
The hiat of deceit in & woman'y eves -
Mmdmuth--olhdplndln.

- ~John Boyle O'Reilly.

'al\{:'h opportunity no less
vouth itself, though in another dress;
And as the evening twilight fades =
The sky is filled with stars, inﬂsﬂﬂ:gydlh
- Lon"‘ll".
e

Hop Lee’s Telegram.

Pasadena Union.

Our friend Mr. Stanley Jewett, who pow lives

st Lamanda Park, g:u his Chinaman a holiday

last week, and the
318 celoek  Abost ongol was to haye returned

ceived the followi
literally: wiog telegram, which we give

“Mr. Stacley Jewett, Lamands Park: N
oo clain. Come luu'lem'du: Ph:
milkes clow. Hor Lz

e ——————————

Gmo. AxprEws, of Lowell wleears
W“W.mnw.mw

that hour Mr. Jewett re- [

In fadeless grace beyond the tomb.

3 —Joseph F. Brown,
INpraxarouss, May 19, 1888.

Written for the Sunday Journal.

: any way,
Huhthnbmwfttin{-l-ﬁnk.
May be some long vivelay:
Huénhtobolo.:;dwith ismay,
ymes, to the , and the
Bi;qﬁthtbodiw'?mr—- 25 A
hurts the sense of a tune.
Envoy.
Poet, no longer essay
Poems; we think you a loon.
Tackle some style that's au fait.
'l‘im.hnmtiomotmm

e
Written for the Bunday Journal.
Her Owa Faault.

You did it, you needn't deny;
Your name, here it is, just below—
“What of it. That dou't signify
You wrote them long ages ago!™
Well, verses are verses, 1 know,
Bu:.l don’t believe what you say— .
May be you've got two sfrings to your bow;
At least, I'm real mad, anyway.

See here, bow it reads: ‘‘Bluest eye,
And bair with a golden glow,
Her cheeks with ripe peaches might vie.”
There, that's what you wrote, if it's so,
And vou are just dying to go;
Why don't you go to ber and stay?
Since I—well I think I'll say no;
At least, I'm real mad, anyway.

A “‘Poem of Fancy” O fie!
These rbymes and this love like glow—
Wall then, if it is, tell me wh y

Dying Soliloguy of Guinivere.

to myself his name,

the I count the
= Moftho shame,

loved him not, vet well [ know
took his life--and deep and slow

t the wound, I dealt the blow,

S el B e gt o

Oh, I am old and !---and what
If 1 shounld meet with Launcelot

And he should pass and know me not!

Methinks heart would throb and swell
Until it broke again--ab, well
"Twould make of heaven a two-fold hell.

To think that we two souls had met
And he had passed, with quiet face set.
Away from me, so old!—and yet

)
It was not love for him I felt;
No love in me hath ever dwelt
Bave love of self.  Why, I have knelt

And to God for graee to me,
Eaﬂp:”doumd and prayed for streagth to see
Some hope in gray eternity.

' And in my prayer no name had mixed
With mine, lest it should come betwixt
My thoug!r*‘  and God, and leave unfized

The grace for which I prayed.
—John Grosvenor Wilson,
e
One Day at a Time.

One day at & time! That's all itcan be;
No faster than that is the hardest fate;
And days have their limits, however we
Begin them w00 early and stretch them too late.

One day at a time!

It’s a wholezome rhyme,
A good one to live by,

One day at a time.

One day at a time! Every heart that aches
Knowing only too well how can seem;
But it's never to-day which the
It's the darkened future, without a gleam.

One day ata time! When joy is at height—
And pulses are throbbing with wild dclighi
are
Hwhudmmmbutbtmm
One at a time! But a single da
W&vnlﬂbﬂ.whﬂmih}-{m
And there's a oit of presious Seripture to say
That, accordirg to each, shall be our

One day at a time! '"Tis the whole of life;
All sorrow, all joy are measured

The bound of our purpose, our noblest
The one only countersiga sure to win.

One at a time!
It's & wholesome rhyme,

A good one to live by,
A day at a time. by

—Helen Hunt Jackson,
e
A Thanstopsis.

A face of terror, hting all things fair;
Thot.bcl‘;lg‘ns

With of the stars, and love is there;
And see that face in heavenly places.

Two strong sharp swords are in the hands of Death;
One smites to dust

Dear Beauty's idol and the thrones of

Axnd long, mminthchﬂd.swm_
Vanish because they

15 Jesus rejected
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SPECIAL APPLICATION.

1. The voluntary death of the Lord Jesus {n
His own world the moss important eveat of its

history.
2? this myaterious death Ee becomes the
IAIII:- of God that bearetli away the sins of the

3. The eross is the only measure of the awful
Go::hohdnhhwhhhdn bas plunged the

80

4. This is God's last and greatest argument
of love appealing to the hearts of rebelliouns
m

en.

5. The cross is the only measure of the great-
nees and glory of the salvation that God has
Mmmwhtm

, Religious Notes.
Pennsylvacia has about 9,000 Sundsy-sehools,
Ohto New York have each about 7,000
The Reformed E Chureh comprises 90
cbuah-. 120 and 12,000 eommuni-
CADn

Pageoal:
life is the most poweful influensce in the world
nexs to the mighs of God.

Colton: It is mot until we have passed
through the furnace that we are made to know
how much droes there is in our eomposition.

Rev. Edward Taylor: If God maae the world,
you need not fear that he can't take care of so
gmtpartotuuynmlt;thuuou. trust in

. .

Tbe first Protestant ehureh and Sanday-
school and prayer-meeting organized in Califor-
nia was thas organized by Rev. W. Roberts in

Bishop Huntington: Thorns are God's mis-

rionaries to the children of earth; floral aposiles
sent to teach us to love the bountiful giver.of so
much beaunty. -

Mr. Thomas Whitley, of Eogland, whose son
recently died in the missionary work on the
Congo, has paid the outfis and passage of a man
to take his son's place.

The Greek Catholics of Chh.lo
to have a church of their own Is be the
third Greek Catholjc Church ia the United
States, there being éne in San Franelsco and
another in New Orleans.

There is » church in Boston in which each
member of 8 certain committes is pladged to
make the cecupants of the five powlrlrront of
him feel at home in the chureh. After each
service he speaks to the occupants and shows
other,attention calculated w make them wish to

come agsain.

Inls to establish in Bethany (the
town of and her sister, M where the
Lord raised from the l & home
which shall form a eenter of work.
The village has to-day about five hundred in-

babitants, who Ii and die in
.‘h.“: ve ip squslor igno-

Christmas day eight Jews and Jewesses were
tized in Chriet Chureh, Mount Zion, Jeru-
um. Thisis the largest number ever ad-

mitted into the church there at one time. Sev-
ersl other Jewish candidates are awaiting ba:
tism. The three lht
inowits, leaderof the

ment in

tized.

The oldest Presbytprian church in the United
States with unbroken susesssion of records and
worship is that at Jamaica, Long island, which
took form between 1656 and 1662; but of course
this was not the first in the colonies. Some-

t soon

A missionary in South Africa sent to the
Golden Rule a very interesting account of a So-
eisty of Christian Endeavor among the Zulus
The organization is modified nesessarily to meet
the needs of the patives, but the main features

place.
= Lurcy Larcom,
“What shall I doto gain eternal life!”

The simple dues each is rife,
Yea, with thy m v
of ou devise

scheme of getion
be fled:;
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